
“5"^ iniLfiuetr — 

*•« him goe Gertrard, do not feare ourperfbn. 

There’s luch diuinity doth hedge a King, 

That treafon cannot peepe to what it wou'd, 

I Adi’s Jittic ofhis will, tell me Laertes 
I mmJ Why thou art thus incenft, let him goe Gertrard , 

'i-lp' Speakeraan. 

fj’r'! 1 l4«r, Where is my father/ 

T K ing. Dead, 
lllllll Quee. But not by him. 

i ( King. Let him demaund his fill. 

|| |®| How came he dead? lie not be iugled with 

I;; To hell alegiance, vowes to the blackeft diuell, 

, | Confcience and grace, to the profoundeft pit 

r I dare damnation, to thispoynt I Band, 

!> That both the worlds I giue to negligence, 

I/;- Let come what comes, onely I lebe reuengd 
i'.' Moft throughly for my father. 

, ;.|ji King. Who Oi all flay you 
) Laer. My will, not all the worlds r 

■ And for my meanes lie husband them fo well, 

/^Thc fhall goe farre with little, 

;Y; King. Good Laertes, if you defire to know the certainty 
i' Of your deerc father, i'ft writ in your reuenge, 

' iv That foopc-ftake, you will draw both friend and foe 
r Winner and loofer. 
i*i Laer. None but his enemies. 

King. Will you know them then? 

]:|fe Laer. To his good friends thus wide 1’lc ope my armes, 
i : ! ^nd like the kind life- rendering Pelican, 

| ij, depart them with my blood. 

V King’ Why now you fpeake 
f: ike a good child and a true Gentleman. 

Mj’hat I am guiltlcffe of your fathers death, 
iSi’i.nd am m oftfenciblein grtefeforit, 

Mt fHall as leuell to your judgement pcare 
■ • ■];. s day dooes to your eye. , A noyfe within, 

■ I Enter Of heiia, 

l&ll Lae”. Let her come in. 
i ->W now what noyfe is that ? 



10 


20 


30 


40 


50 


60 


70 



80 90 100 




Song. 


^ Prince of Denmark*, 

Oheate,dry vp my braines,tearcs feauen times fale 
Burne out the fence and vertue of mine eye. 

Byheauen thy madnesfhall bepayd with weight 
Till out fcale turnethe beame. ORofe ofMay, 

Deere may d, kind After, fweet Ophelia , 

O heaucns,ift pofliblc a young maids wits 
Should be as mortall as a poore manslifel 
Ophe. They bore him bare-fac’d on the Beere, 

And in bis grauc rain’d many a tcare, 
pare you well my Doue. 

.Laer. Hadft thou thy wits, and did’ftpcrfwade reuenge 
It could not mooue thus. 

Ophe. You muft fing a downe a downe. 

And you call him a downe a. O how the wheele becomes it. 

It is the falfe Steward that ftole his Maifters daughter, 

Laer. This nothing’s more then matter. 

Ophe. There s Rofemary,tbat for remembrance, pray you louc re. 
member, and there is Fancies, thats for thoughts. 

Laer. A document in madnes, thoughts and remembrance fitted. 
Ophe. There’s Fennill for you, and Colembincs , there’s Rewe for 
you, & heere’s fome for me,we may call it herbe of Grace a Sondaies, 
you may wcare your Rewe w'th a difference, there’s a Dafie, 1 would 
giue you fome Violets, but they witherd all when my Father dyed, 
they fay a made a good end. 

For bon ny fweet Robin is all my ioy, 

Lear. Thought and affli6tions,paffion,hell it felfe 
She turncs to fauour and to prettineffe. 

Ophe , And will a not come againe, Song. 

And will a not come againe. 

No, no, he is dead.goe to thy death bed, 

He neuer will come againe, 

Hisbeard was as white as fnow. 

Flaxen was his pole. 

He is gone, he is gone, and we caft away mene, 

God a mercy on his foule,and all Chrinians foules, 

Goo buy yous, 

Lear. Doe you this O God. 

King. Laertesd muft commune with your griefe. 

Or you deney me right, goe but a part. 
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